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It is what it is ... they say 


In life, what is offered you, 
can never be all that’s true 
It is something, just one thing anew 


Then it twists into something blue 


It is what it is ... they say 
It lasts at best perhaps a day 
Meant it were ... ‘nere to stay 


Then wait ... for that what may 


Secret nothings — terrible nights 
To be alone with dreadful fright 
One moment there as if you might 


Forget what really is what’s right 


It’s Picasso’s bric a braque 
It’s sleeping in your lonely sack 
It’s knowing there’s no going back 


It’s knowing what we really lack. 


How to Survive on Nothing 


How to survive on nothing 


is a test of character 


Nothing to sustain the body 


No roof over your head 


No one round you either 


... emptiness in your soul 


Numbness in the mind 


here lost amongst the unkind 


How to survive on nothing 


is the test of our age. 


From Behind the Moon 


The moon ... the half moon 
appears from behind 


its pink, silky cloud 


Little by little, it opens up 
one quarter here, 


the other full across 


Then it rises slowly 
Hiding, sly ... and shy 


from behind the moon 


This little man ... 
the boy in her moon 


rises and peeks out 


She feels happy 
and wants to play 


It is her lunacy. 


Main 


strain 


drain 


rain 


came 


again 


Rain Came Again 


There’s a Lady Amongst the Laity 


Our little world can be 
Such a disappointing place 
one moment ... faces here 


then gone again, without a trace. 


There are those who just pass 
Plodding shadows in the night 
Whose presence cannot last 


bourné borrels* and ugly frights. 


There are tea cups cracked 
Spilling across the main 
There are trains, once tracked 


rail ... box cars full of pain 


There are stinging pests and bugs 
Crafty craptors that dive 
Hoydens and haughty things 


Who live to tug and rent and rive 


Too bad ... Pist so sad 
Life would be better with a smile 
A kind word or two, what so bad 


With being nice from time to time 


Besides ... who are you to judge? 
Do you push hard because no 
One pushes back? Oh fudge ... 


Excuse me! Is that how life goes? 


But there are glimpses, fleeting 
Sparkles amongst the dull 
The mundane, the bleating 


The rare gem amongst the mull. 


Steady amidst all this turmoil 
There’s a lady amongst the laity 
A warm heart, a twister, a twirl 


Being kind is not her toil. 


She’s a kindle, oh so grand 
She’s more than a meg and 
Part gypsy too ... a find 

We all love this lady Megan. 


* bourné: limited in scope, intellect or outlook 


* borrels : belonging to the laity, unlearned, rude or rough 


Oh Well — They Are Enough 


Admittedly, they are quite small 
Twin curiosities at best 
deceptions that belie their age 


the true, the time ... the test 


I am not scared of them 
But are they scared of me? 
They sometimes poke or peak 


then hide away you see. 


They intrigue, these chirlish twos 
that never grew, mere hills 
short shrift, perhaps beneath the bill 


but then again ... so what 


With time, they’ll remain the same 
when other mighty mountains slough 
if ever needed they’ll grow again 


As such — oh well — they are enough. 
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Whatever Floats Your Boat! 


Row ... row ... row 


No happiness at all 


I work at this 
Then work at that 


I paddle to and fro 
They tell me where to go 


Most times I feel 


Just like a boat 


I spend my time 


trying hard to stay afloat 


I pull as hard as I can 


but something holds me back 


I bail sometimes 


Or let the dingy fill 


Between the cracks 


that ocean called life seeps in 
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How small I am 


oh how big the sea 


Can’t you let me be? 


No ... well ... whatever floats your boat! 
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The Key Cannot Unlock You 


It’s the pull 


The measure of all things 


You can’t escape it 


it’s always there 


Just when you think 


You are alone 


It bobs its head 


to says I’m here 


But you are there 


at an unfair distance 


The key cannot 


unlock you 


It jangles 


on its chain 


It’s the pull 


its here again. 
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Conjectures, Proofs and Additives 


Have compassion for us! 
compassion for we the adventurous 
for our errors, for our sins. 


They are Apollinaire in nature. 


We are neither your friends 
nor are we your enemies. 
You can’t understand us, for 


we live in a world of our making 


This world is what I sit 
and think about perhaps two 
or three times each day 


when I rid myself of life’s excesses 


I am too polite to say much 
about strange and vast domains 
of functions and primes, numbers all, 


conjectures, proofs and additives. 


The bill, mysteries that blossom 
forth, perfection ‘nere glimpse 
of the boundless and the limit. 


Without us, your world would fall apart. 
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There’s Frost in the Air 


I shall walk down this road 
Alone if need be, a bohemian 


Lost amongst the fauxhemians. 


I am not a dandysme, a glad flower 
I grow wilder by the hour 


Indeed! Nor am I a tangled weed. 


Iam who I am ... therefore I think 
Who the heck do you think you are? 


A burro ... don’t be so crass. 


If you can’t follow me 
That’s your problem see 


Straying too far from home? 


Go back ... put your feet up. 
Go give them a rest 


I need to walk some more. 


You had a choice, this 
or that. There’s Frost 


in the air, and my path beckons. 
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I shall walk down the road 
alone, if need be, and leave 


my mark for those who follow after 


And when you close your eyes 
and sleep the big sleep, you will 
be forgotten but I shall walk on! 
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| Can Do It 


A dime here 
A nickel there 
Life’s a big bottle 


I can do it. 
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Lwoh ... 


I saw the best of my generation 
forgotten and pushed aside by arrogance 
dragged through the streets by the 

mad, the mean the angry mixed 

tripsters, occupying the centre of town 
the dark dynamo, with tattered 

morals, that matched their ripped 

jeans and torn skirts, churning up the 
grass, and smoking it too 

scattering their cigarettes butts, 

like they meant something. Its enough 
to make you sick ... Yacketty! Yacketty! 
where is the syntax and measure 

of good human prose? Not here 
amongst the unwashed, who don’t 

use soap and could care less. 

This can’t be real Ginsberg. Look into 
the Mirror. The Circus is in town, 

and you’re the main attraction. No dreams 
at all, just a lot of care less and less 

and less. We’re not safe, and now we’re in 
the soup and you’re a bunch of cannibals 
out to get us. We have no place to hide 


you’re hunting us, satyrs out for blood 


And why? Because you can. You’re mad. 
You’re mean. You’re angry. 


You are monsters ..... lwoh.... 
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Towards Eros, Lost and Found 


Those Eros lost and found 
And errors in a sorted life 
Skirt you disaster here and there 


Set thee coarse course, towards the dusk! 


Led on by vesper’s star 
Sparkled against heaven’s bent 
Thrust upon the shallows, new spent 


The shoals, the shawls, the gaule. 


And when her hull is split 
And Neptune’s picturesques set in 
Her boat shall float anew 


awash with briny life 


The flotsam will not come 
Ere months and months on end 
Instead a hull, new launched 


Shall slip, then push ... then crawl 


To splash into the dawn 
And in its time set sail 
The morning star, its future bound 


Towards Eros, lost and found 
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That Particular Kind of Cold 


It was a frigid winter day 
That peculiar kind of cold 
that eats into your bones 


and hollows them out 


It was that particular kind of cold 
that freezes up your joints solid 
and stills the blood, where even 


Hot coffee can’t melt the ice. 


It was that particular kind of cold 
that even the rain could not soften 
into snow ... its latent heat 


had nowhere to go, so stayed. 


It was that particular kind of cold 
that the sun mocked us, shining 
down from above without 


the warmth it should have had. 


It was that particular kind of cold 
That drove men and women 
to huddle without the sex 


our survival depended on it. 
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It was that particular kind of cold 
that saw us lock the doors tight 
and admit only the healthy 


for fear of influenza and plague. 


It was that particular kind of cold 
that meant December was too slow 
in passing, Christmas was without 


spirit and we endured as best we could 


It was that particular kind of cold 
that escape came the way 
of a good book that we trapped 


ourselves in just to stay warm 


It was that particular kind of cold 
That meant we stayed in bed 
wrapped within ourselves, not carrying 


much of the world with us. 


It was that particular kind of cold 
That we wouldn’t mind being sent 
to hell, just to keep warm ‘cause 


Heaven was up in the frigid sky. 


It was that particular kind of cold 
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that drove me crazy, so crazy 


I figured, hell I need a wee dram 


To absinthe myself and stay unstuck. 


It was that particular kind of cold 
That would only drive a man insane 
And push out of his heart, and mind 
the loftier things that matter. 


It was that particular kind of cold 


that hollowed me out. 
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Trials Worthy of an English Gentleman 


We are told the only two 
trials worthy of an English 
Gentleman are poetry and war 


In life there’s not much more. 


But I think we may perhaps 
Leave out the act of making 
War and try enough instead 


The act of lust and love. 


This brings more sparkle 
To the eyes. It boils the 
Blood in a much nicer way 


than anger of fear ever may. 


The more the passion so much so 
mild mannered and inconspicuous 
behind the reserve of it all 


both gentle and a man. 


What was it that Hemingway 
Once said? If you are a writer you 
Write, and if you are good at it 


You write about things you know. 
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Then can you walk down 
the boulevard of life without a care 
and live by mere words ‘till 


all that’s right’s laid bare. 


It’s hard writing, but it’s an easy read 
Sort of like life, prose in 
So many syllables, but 


Always the same in the end. 


If life were no more simpler than 
We are born, grow up. 
Grow old, dénoument 


Then period .... end of sentence. 
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Worked Upon by Words 


When it comes to words, 
are we merely content 
to sit and read, to 


surrender and drift away 


To be taken, wherever 
the prose flows 
as captives to other’s 


streams of thought 


To be enchanted 
cast upon by incantations 
Tom tomed by the primitive 


rhythms of the invisible 


Worked upon by words 
inked by others. The 
loneliness of it all it all. 


The tilt of prose, it’s tall. 
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Bite or be Bitten 


For better or for worst 
human nature does not change 
art is what artists make of it 


writing is what writers make it too. 


What theatrics! Is life so surreal 
so joyless in its futility. 
Is it a split and crumbing 


personality — indecorous 


Like a pile of sand. Pretty nothings 
that flies away in a high wind? 
Bric a brac that gathers dust 

a dark black world, half night. 


Half-right — to take what might, 
like a Parisian’s world of dreams 
A dead language of awakening too ... 


an intellect that needs be cured. 


Shades and shadows, numbers too 
Bit or be bitten, the saying goes 
we do nothing for fear of scandals 


some weaknesses do add up to strength 
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Perhaps life’s a big field of sunflowers 
but gosh! Without Vincent about 

We drown in myths and half-truths 
There is just this ... or ... that 


The real world or 


... dissolving phantoms ... 
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Atta girl, Smash the Glass ... Would You Believe It 


Help me I am caught 
between the soft covers 
of this silly book into which 


I’ve fallen but can’t climb out. 


The scribe she wanted not 
just money, nor mere fame. 
She wanted to put the world 


to tear and shame 


Now she’s trapped me 
by her illogic of it all 
her angry trite sentiment 


and weeping wounded loneliness 


She’s really not abroad 
but narrow like her books. 
She’s an organ grinder 


on her wooden post 


And her explanations, are beyond 
imagination, they’re divagination 
Sis, everyone has their own troubles 


Life’s more than just worries and fears 
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Why should we just scrape 
through and let bewilderment 


set the measure of all things 


words, words, words. The pen is pest. 


If it’s not the destination 
then it is the journey 
And I am wanted on 


this voyage, really Iam 


Is it your rage then 
that makes your vision 
blur, or just bad 


Insight. The picture’s clear. 


She would claim of men 
that there is only enough 
blood to either think 
or f**k, but not both. 


And abreast of all 
this the other ‘men 
they bleed wisdom 


the more the merrier 


But she, well she’s birthed 
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A lulu, the monster’s in 
the mirror, from you to us 


She babbles and mocks 


Atta girl, smash the glass 
Would you believe it? 


In her measure of things 


Everything is below the belt. 
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Plain and Simple 


How is it you can 
come and just loathe 
people, plain people 
and in particular 
their simple pleasures 
more than anything 
else, how come? 
How is it you 
Would rather be 
lonely then happy 
with someone else? 
There are things 
that can cause us 
harm outside. You 
wrap yourself in 
warm blankets 
happy to shield 
against the storm 
and cold, but its 
just rough wool 
plain and simple 

so life’s tough 

Is it better to 


live a truth, or 
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lie an ignorance. 
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A Soft Carpel from Which it Sips 


The bee rubbed its abdomen 
into the rich and succulent 
Pollen, in complete abandon 


in ecstasy, its thorax bent. 


Rich nectar oozing from its tip. 
It is delirious with its joy, 
a portulent aft its nip, 


but snatched up, no mere boy. 


Its grand stinger’s unsheathed 
all rubbed raw but never used. 
This cautious pointy beast 


keeps himself busily amused. 


His Nessus — a pink tulip 
broad and unopened, a soft 
carpel from which it sips. 


Here’s its stellation and its loft. 


Nothing will bother this bee 
not light, nor push, nor sway 
It peers at all it sees 


a thousand times its way. 
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Ah, this is its place 
Here’s its fuzz, its perch 
where it dances in its daze 


bares all in orgasmic lurch. 


Oh, but if you poke your nose 
unwelcomed in its private lair 
if by chance you get too close 


watch out — its best bee wary. 
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Oh Come Philistine 


It is my heart 
you see, its split apart 
it beats too fast 


... this cannot last 


It use to be quite strong 
before my life went wrong 
but now, it is quite weak 


your cruelty has left me meek 


Its strange, too strange you see 
like my meals, it eats badly. 
Sometimes it beats what’s best 


most times it gives me far, far less 


And then it forces me to sit 
to rest up a fair, fair bit. 
It tells me life is truly wrong 


it reminds me I’m not here for long 


You insists that it’s for the best 
that I stay still and sit and rest 
you force me down ... lie in bed 


‘erst I might end up dead 
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And when I lay there deadly still 
it tells me here’s the waiting bill 
it idles roughly, klink and clank 


and sets me oh so lonely back 


At the edge of this abyss 
the mean ones say it falls like this 
what’s true is false, what’s 


fake is not, and that is that 


You yell ... all wrongs makes right 
And tell this with all your might 
as if it saffens* the hard blow 


sadly this is all you really know 


If culture is your way of life 
here we have but bitter strife. 
No values but twisted beliefs 


nothing here but damned grief 


Such want of character, such pay 
this your cruelty ... as day 
becomes night , here’s the mix 


and what pray tell comes next? 


You will cultivate your hate 
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you will push you to hell’s gate 
and clear my way to heaven’s heart 


where I shall gladly stand apart 


And my poor heart shall plod on 
broken as ever, with hope ... beyond 
so its settled then ... Oh come 


Philistine, cry for me ... I’m done 


* Saffen: German for monkey. 
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Enough All Ready 


Sex here 
Sex there 
Sex everywhere 


Enough all ready 
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Where Has Beans Roll In 


There is a coffee shop 
where has beans roll in 
from around the world 
where they aspire to 
ungrateful things 

to blings and black 

and polywacks 

to pithy withy 

welt kinde, bitter 

like their coffee 

crumbs everywhere 
crumbled cookies too 
tattered rags, misses 

in drag, ein kindergarten 
filled with grounded seed 
here ist eine café 


.... putsch. 
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Their Lives Are All Lies 


Where can one be ... 
when short with one’s luck? 
How long we don’t know, 


from low there is just up 


Where can one go... 
when blind with one’s fears? 
How long can one know, 


that life is so dear. 


Where can that place ... 
be, quiet it really is? 
When one can feel safe, 


and misfortune is missed. 


Where can, above all ... 
the sky be so high? 
That after the fall 


one shall not just die. 


Where can one dread ... 
That seen through one’s eyes 
Their hearts are all dead 


Their lives are all lies. 
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Like Soft, White Feathers 


Even amongst the grey 
dullness of this day 

the magical can be found 
the majestic and profound 
cloaking mountains like 
soft, white feathers, light 
to the shoulders of some 
cabaret dancer — come 
Sallie forth and float 

for and true, coat 

these mountains, changed 
in this weather, range 
from hard to harsh, to 
soft, near and new 

less verdant, but 

fertile still, yet must 

you be so treacherous? Invite 
me to come, then spite 
me. Slap across my face 
let me fall from grace 

I will look away 

and climb where may 
‘ere risk that little death 


for that is what’s best ... 
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He Played a Disconcerting Role 


He was a disconcerting man 


who lead a disconcerting life 


doing many a disconcerting thing 


during this, a disconcerting time. 


He played a disconcerting role 


in this a disconcerting world 


in all a disconcerting thought ... 


his was a disconcerting mind. 
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The World is Made for the Mean 


It is not good enough 
to be kind. 
It’s not good 


enough to be generous. 


The world is made 
for the mean, 
the cruel the unkind 


... the unjust. 


You’re a fool to 
Be anything else 
but worldly ... 


Wait until you are in heaven 


to be heavenly 


and leave hell 


to everyone else. 
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Archimedes’ Ambiguity 


In a happy world 
there is pleasure. 
In a world full 

of moral ruin 
there is something 
else — imbalance! 
One must give 

the mind time 

to adjust 

first to totter 

then to teeter. 

It’s Archimedes’ 
ambiguity, and 
ageless guilt. 
What is one to 
do? Life is constructed 
piece by piece 
and falls to earth 


the very same way! 
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A is for Adolescent Angst 


A is for adolescent ... Angst 

B is for bawdy ... biology 

C is for constant ... conflict 

D is for damn ... dumb 

E is for endless ... ennui 

F is for fuddle ... duddle ... (I thought you said that!) 
Gis for gee ... Go to 

H is for Hell (after you ...) 

I is for innocent ...indeed! 

J is for Juliette ... my sweet Juliette ... 

K is for knot ... knowing ... 

L is for love ... or is it lust? 

M is for mummm ... munchies 

N is for naughty ... neophyte ... 

O is for Ohhh .... organelles ... 

P is for psst ...you know what 

Q is for ... quiff... 

R is for Romeo ... Romeo ... where is my Romero? 
S is for Wee ... Willie ... Shakespeare 

T is for torture ... torment 

U is for ... you know ... that strong muscle ... 
V is for ... that place south of Regina 

W is for wild ... Wild ... WILD 


X is for sex ... rated ... 
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Y is for why ... why not... 
Z is for zy ... zy ... zygote ... 
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That’s It! 


That’s it! 
I looked into the mirror 
And what looked back? 


I did not recognize them ... 


The face is long. 

The skin 

all pale and dimpled — 
no longer childish 


no longer young and pink 


The eyes ... two worried eyes 
peered back, like the dark side 
of the moon, poke marked and 


streaked ... no longer perfect. 


Let me go back ... 
a year, 

a month, 

A week... 

a day .. 


that zit 


It stares at me ... 
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a third eye 


an ogre ... it’s a droll ... 


it wasn’t there last night 
I washed and scrubbed 
And washed again 


but it’s here this morning 


that zit 


Go ... hide me away 
And leave me be 
I can’t go out 


Like this ... 


Don’t laugh 
can’t you see 
my life’s at an end 


it’s all over 


that’s it. 
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Yo, William! 


It’s a new world of words for me 
Big words, strange words, words that 
are old English. A great while ago 


the world began, oh can’t we bury it away 


{Refrain :} Yo, William! 


But when I was a wee tiny lad, 
I spelt them so, and was told 
hey ho ... and a hey nonino ... 


go spell them all over again! 


{Refrain :} Yo, William! 


The poems, the prose, the plays 
ancient grudges! How now ... Spirit! 
... wither wander you? The witless 
Wit wonders over hill over dale ... 


all the way to hell! 


{Refrain :} Yo, William! 


But those words they eclipse, the ancient 


worlds of Egypt, of Rome, of Jerusalem ... 
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arta joke! A play .. a play ... My kingdom 
for a play, by the bawdy bard! 


{Refrain :} Yo, William! 


A Merchant, a shrew, star-crossed lovers 
such whore-able things ... what’s the Puc? 
hey ho ...the wind and the rain, 


Let’s play and shake our speares 


{Refrain :} Yo, William! 


I may be only fifteen, and still 
growing up but learn me the words 
And teach me their meaning, 


give me great cur age, want wit 
{Refrain :} Yo, William! 

Come come King Lear, even 

We fools know that he that 

Has a house to put his head in 

has a good head-piece! 


{Refrain :} Yo, William! 


When that I was a wee tiny boy 
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With hey ho, ... the wind and the rain; 
A foolish thing was but a toy, 


But now I‘m growing up ,,, hey ho 


{Refrain :} Yo, William! 


And therefore take the present time 
With a hey, ho, and a hey nonino 
For love is crowned with the prime 


In the spring time the only pretty ring time 
{Refrain :} Yo, William! 

When birds do sing, hey ding a ding, ding; 

Sweet lovers like the spring. With a 

Hey ho the wind and the rain 


Let us play Shakespeare again. 


{Refrain :} Yo, William! 
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Titania 


Queen of the Midsummer’s 
Princess of the Faeries 

God has blessed her 

With jewels that sparkle, 
Orbs that titillate 

And set men to lunacy. 
Such splendor doth 

Make Oberon jealous 

Lest men do stray by moonlight. 
She is Titanic ... with 

Her Play on words, 

Her puns, her linguistic fun 
But! Prey tell, anger 

Her nought for she 

Shall lock wits with 

The witless and leave 

You less a man ... 

A unique, cocklebind 

And you the fool 

Shall shake your speare 

At her, then realize 

Too late it has been thrown! 
Come what might 


She shall get to the 
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Bottom of it all 

Of that is certain! 

Sweet Titania, pink and white, 
Dance your dance for us tonight 
Fill the air with pixie dust 

And magical perfumed lust 

The centaurs, satyrs and minotaurs 
With you in sight, will 

Leave such marked appetite. 

Let them then peer up to 

The moon and thank heaven 

For your graces, before seek thee 
that other other place, your throne 
where Cleopatra’s envy 

doth remind us that the Nile, 

the fountain of life, is the 
Aethiop’s jewel, so much more 
Splendid then that paltry bauble 
Hung upon mere mortal men 

And Soft, we know with certain that 


She Titania is our Faerie Queen. 
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She Has Gone a Great Distance 


She has gone a great distance 
leaving me forlorn, here 
amongst the tears which fall upon 
all from heaven above. Cast not 
misfortunes that day by day 
she remembers nought the 
kindness, the softness, the 
happy tidings. Let not the 
sun burn her fair skin and 
blind her to other things. Nor 
the waves lap her legs above 
her knees. She does not trust 
the sea, you see. She would 
rather not let herself be bait 
to roving sharks. Or maybe 
it is the salt, that assaults 

her sensitive self. She prefers 
a more tame and tranquil 
place, where water falls from 
the sky, afresh and anew. 
Those pearls, azure, upon her 
skin, pink and peach 


caressingly soft ... 
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She has not left me, she 


is here in my heart 


.... even though she has gone a great distance. 
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The World is Out of Tilt 


Can one keep one’s balance 

with the world tilting one way 

and the other. The Fulcrum — 
where is the Fulcrum? And Ia 
weight far distant from that 

place; here where the tilt seems 
most pronounced. The tilt, the 
talk, the undertones, the overtones, 
all the hidden nuances, conjectures, 
abstractions, that conflict between 
mightily and rightedly, here at the 
edge — must I tumble in 

or lean out? Hang on — hang 

on tight. Things are teetering again! 
Close your eyes. What you can’t 
see, can’t really hurt you? Sure 

it can, just as sure as gravity can 
totter you over. Your thighs 

grab on, your hands too. It 
concupies your thoughts. What! — 
bucked again. The title has left 
you flat on your back. It’s 

thrown you down. What to do? 


Lie still ... lie still ... they 
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might just leave you for dead, 


and let you be. 


The world is out of tilt 


... it’s all yucked up! 
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The Feather Bed 


He sat at Georgia and Granville 

Invisible to the passing crowds 

He was so poor 

He had to fight the 

pigeons for their crumbs 

yet he could recite the Peloponnesian epic 


in its ancient Greek. 


Sadly, no one listened 
No one cared to listen 
And so he talked to 
the birds, and they 

in fluttered tribute 
brushed to him 


their crumbs ... 


and flocked to be 
his audience, his 


feather bed. 


He would 
sleep amongst 


admiring friends 
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On Viewing Klimt’s Danae for the First Time 


It was hard-on the first view 
not to imagine a story behind 
the painting. It was in Klimt’s 
studio that they first met — 

a pfenning muse amongst the 
amusing naked models — tall 
ones, short ones, chubby ones, 
some bossoms more bountiful 
than others, thin ones too, some 
too young to admit, no hags 

or rags here, just beautiful women 
waiting to be immortalized. There 
were blondes, brunettes and red 
heads — Gustav loved red 

heads — her name was Molly 
and she was a dish. It was not 
just the hair on her head 

he adored, but the fiery red 

in that other private place that 
fixated his amorous loins 

and drove his art, much more 
than his heart. He sketched her, 
then mollified her in a painting 


of divine rape — if there was 
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such a thing. For no longer was 
Gustav a mere artist but a God, 
And she not a mere moll but a diva. 
Between her loins he set the molasses 
Of him, for it could not be golden 
Given his sickly state — Vienna 
Had been too kind to him! 

But no matter, she felt mollitious, 
having dashed from one state of 
bliss to another across Europa. 

She was, after all, a plain and simple 
woman — but Gustav painted her 
with mollescent divinity, he her 
Jupiter and she soon to give 

life to their Perseid, a star 

that fell from heaven, a 

daughter. His love towards 

her was mollitious, for he was 

after all a mollusk. While 

she was with child Jupiter 

was off with Venus, in some other 
sacred place. But Danae was 

used to being mollycoddle and so 
coddle her he did, her and their 


mollymawk, red hair as well. 


As I stood before this painting 
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It was hard-on viewing Klimt’s Danae 
For the first time — not to fall 
Completely and utterly in love, 


And wonder what became of them both ... 
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He Wonders About Her 


The more he thinks of her, 
the more he wonders about 
her appetites ... her doubts, 


and about what she fears ... 


She has had more lovers 
than days in a fortnight, 

but that’s what gives her bite 
—it’s the pash that matters. 


She knows what she wants 
in life — an island-nation she is! 
This is what makes her his ... 


He admires how she counts. 


It’s not the gathering of the bits 
of this or that, the merging 
of yang and ying, the surging 


rush of ardour — life’s hits. 


It is her beauty, her laugh, 
the wisdoms of what she speaks ... 
It makes him seem so meek 


— his measure less than five and a half. 
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She sees this and grabs hold of him, 
that beautiful softness, and squeezes tight! 
He does not mind, nor has he fright, 


he wonders about her — it’s her whimsy. 
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When Jack is in the Box 


The box, it lets us hide away 
It is the place that says please stay! 
For there is much pleasure in it. 


And it’s got its own bite ... 


Sometimes there’s pain there two, 
But that does not long last. Soon 
It catches the best of us 


Boys — its féted by our lust. 


Some a thread bare ... some hid by rugs ... 
It snatches us, then tugs, tugs, tugs 
And some even sing and talk 


When Jack is in the Box. 
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It’s Got a Hungry Bite! 


A machine — a nasty bit 


It’s got a hungry bite. 


If I were a mouse, it 


Would go snap ... and that was that! 


A mind of its own 


The dastardly thing has 


It does what it wants 


Not what I need it to do. 


And here I am, soaked and wet 


Standing by myself in the rain 


The damned contraption 


Won’t work! !#@& 


I call it dumbrella! 
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That Circle of Death 


Every century, for at least a thousand years 

The Ottomans on horseback, with scimitar at hand, 
have come and pushed us to the East. In fear 

we would trudge ... men, women, children ... and 


the lucky ones would survive, with piles of stones 


marking our way, the resting place for covered bones. 


Our praise ... our timeless Aramaic prayers 
that we are not alone, would carry for miles. 
Our elders would recount the centuries old tales 
of how the sun would rise here before us 

Then slowly set to our left. Then our wails 
would mark the next day’s trek — the sun 


to the right of us, and so on, and so on, 


and so on ... that Great Circle of Death. 


With modern times, it had been our dream 
That this year would be different than 915 

But I am sure we had passed this way, days 
before, too dazed to even set the sacred stones. 


The vultures had by now picked clean the arid bones 


of my beloved. All that was left of her, was her cross. 
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After countless days, in the end, even the horses grew 
gaunt. In the dark of night the horsemen deserted those that 


endured, gone were the frail ... we few had survived to begin anew. 


Don’t cry me a river of tears ... nor try to wash away the facts; 
We are fewer by many thousands ... whole villages lost in time 


scattered across space ... but we are alive ... to recount the crime 


That wretched, unrelenting Genocide ... that slaughter of our race. 


Praise be to God, the Almighty and Christ his Son. 
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What Brings Boys Joy 


The boys 

They love their toys ... 
Like the girls 

Love their pearls. 
Sugar and Spice 

And all things nice 


Nah ... Not the Boys 


What brings them joy 


Are their sticks! 
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Once Again ... 


Once again I open my heart to someone 
And once again dust is thrown in 

The coals have all but gone out 

The embers dulled and fizzled 


So much for opening my heart to someone 


Where does all the dust come from? 
Is there a dust diva who hands 

out buckets of the snuff, 

with little instruction booklets; 

first do this, then do that, then 


with pleasure pollywack. 


Ashes to ashes ... dust to dust ... 


Where is the divine one with the 


embers? Please toss me a few coals 


before my heart forever grows cold. 
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and so the story’s told ... 


and so the story’s told ... 
that we, all in time, grow old. 
when young we tease the gray 


but end up like them one day 


we dare not call them sir, 
but act, we do, as curs. 
we dare not call them mam’ 


lest we end up so damned 


in jest we jostle them aside 
but were we them, we’d die 
of shame and angst and grief. 


for time robs us, the thief! 


of youth and beauty, and that’s not all 
for in the end, like them, we fall. 
old age is not a crime, nor shame, 


... we have only time to blame. 


nothing can, do we, to pass the test 
and the sagging of our breasts, 
when in our loins the fire ends, 


and when our joints no longer bend 
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we all end up the same way, 
at the finish of the our day. 
age creeps up as in the night ... 


what wretchedness and dreaded fright 


they looked after us when we were young 
but now, late in their lives all’s unsung 
we push them into lonesome boneyards 


and then treat them like baneful retards 


their life stories now all forgotten 
as if in age all that was rotten. 
what legacies they leave behind? 


perhaps the kindness that duty finds. 


remember then the next time, 
you push the aged aside. The crime 
is to be found in that what do you 


when respect and kindness is due. 


In youth we stand immortal 
near death we all are mortal 
and so the story’s told ... 


that we, all in time, grow old, 
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Oh Dorothea! 


She pulled her simple dress 

off her body and over her head. 
For a second her bare breasts 
hung, pears to be plucked. Then 
down her soft dark locks fell, 

a curtain hiding her lush fruit. 
There was an eagerness — her tell — 


a hunger for a brute 


And I saw her pink panties 

too, crumpled moist and rucked 
well into the best of her dainty 
morsel! Do I have such luck! 

I look around the room, 

her place, the curious bed, 

a cross on the wall, the doom 


of the crucifixion and of dread. 


A heavy pet just wasn’t enough 
now she’s putting me to the test 
and after all of that bluff 

it’s only human I guess. 

She unbuckles my belt, 

flicks her hair off her teats, 
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and asks me how I felt! 


Now we’ve got to do it 


she says and tugs down my pants 
and all with such speed and skill 
that the best of me is now at hand 
yet her panties linger, cunneate still 
- cunning girl — you’ve got to do it, 
She pleads, and the opening act 
begins, off comes the last of my kit. 


She grabs at me — we tumble into the sack. 


She smothers me, her breasts soft 

flesh against my lips, milk gushes 

hot, salty and sweet. It is her love 

that’s in her taste, her lust. She tries to rush us 
but I just suckle, utterly, a calf to a heifer. 

And so her pears become pomegranates. 

She presses hard against me, with effort 


I could breathe, she takes my life for granted. 


I pull her hair. She lifts her head. 

I take in a mouth full of air, 

the room spins, is it me or her? The bed 
rocks — it’s her expectation — still her pair 
of panties stay on. It is just too much! 


She brushes against me, my eyes plead 
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She stares past me — she wants to push 


She really wants us to do the deed. 


Me! I am content to wait a bit 

longer. She less so, that I know, 

but I am happy to feast at her tit 

and let the best of me stand and grow. 
I could feel her through the cloth, 

silk, soft and moist — was it her or me. 
I thought, what is it she really sought? 


There was only one thing to do but see. 


I let my hand creep along her back, 

down into her panties. Her skin was cold 
and soft, a babe’s bottom. Ah her rack 
such feminine flesh ... were I so bold 

I would tear the cloth off her. 

She squirts more milk into my mouth. 

I squeeze her plumpness, kitty purrs 


and starts to thrash about. 


I open my mouth wide and suck 
Her into me. I gulp her fullness — 
exquisite jello — she starts to buck, 
her chest glows warm like a furnace. 
She wants to strip. I hold on 


to her panties. Now she is the one 
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to wait. She thinks she’s won 


but it is I who now have the fun. 


She reaches down and grabs me, 

but not the point but the rung. 

She squeezes. I close my legs. See 

I can’t wait. I tickle with my tongue. 
She jingles me. Oh my god, my 
god, my god. I bare my teeth. 

She snarls and by and by 


she’s now all bare beneath. 


I have no idea what I am doing. 

She knows this — her breasts I push 

From my mouth — her lips spring 

to mine. I feel her curls brush 

and tickle me. She moves down, I up. 

We touch ... her sex and mine .., it’s exquisite. 
What other way can this be described, cup 


and saucer, the milk has been served. Is this it? 


I move up — she moves away. 

I grab her hips. She locks her knees. 

I’m pinned! No not yet she says. 

With me she can do as she please 

And so she does. Cunnus forth and back. 


She swings her hips and I keep time. 
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My pendulum swings back and forth, 


My sack swings full of nickles and dimes. 


She gushes, she floods, we kiss 

Her breasts press full against my chest 
She moves down, but somehow we miss. 
She seems to know what’s best 

For both of us. Not Yet! My eyes focus 
on the cross, while along her I slip. 

Oh my god, my god, my god. She sighs 


lovingly. I’m in the groove — this is it! 


The best of her tickles the best 

of me. What perfection! We stop 
suddenly, as if it were time to rest, 

but it is the feel of it. This can’t be topped. 
I can feel her pulse, she throbs, 

Oh my god, my god, my god. Is this it? 

I want to thrust but she fobs. 


Entranced ... aroused ... by the swinging of her tits. 


She starts to giggle with such glee 
I start to giggle and jiggle too. 
Now it’s time! She unpins me 
but I am not ready. What to do? 
I’m scared — boys and their toys, 


don’t often play. Mine are brand new, 
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...unrapped. She knows this. I play coy 


She bares down. Past her I flew. 


A slip, sliding moment. It’s lush! 

She’s annoyed with me — impatient in fact 

All I can think to do is well ... blush. 

She bares down, but I pull back. 

She chases me to and fro — seeking 

to hide me away. She grabs the head 

and guides me. My eye blind, a voyeur peeking 


at the unworldliness of it, here in bed. 


How do they know to do this? These girls 

do they learn this at some secret school? 

Such precious wisdoms ... such perfect pearls 

in the throws of her lust, she keeps her perfect cool 
then slowly — oh so slowly ... her secondo lips 
kisses the best of me. I dare not move. 

Young pups don’t know about such tricks! 


It depends on what they try to prove. 


She brings her legs together and squeezes tight. 
Oh my god, ... my God ... My God! 

She smiles in rapture. It is too much for me fight 
I bring my legs together too ... 

what else am I to do? 


She parries, I thrust ... 
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Stop! 

She wraps her hand round me 
hoping to stem the flow, 

But it was too late ... 

its in... 


Oh Dorothea! 
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Content to Know We Once Loved 


At the end of this day, 
as darkness starts to fall 
What am I to say ... 


for it’s loneliness that calls. 


My love — she has gone. 
She has been plucked from me, 
and I am left here all alone 


sad and foregone, as you can see. 


Me, a kind and gentle man 
was not vile enough for her. 
So she sought all she can 


and stole away with a wretched cur. 


I and she fit hand to glove ... 
they like hand and whip. 
Ours was the sanctity of love, 


There’s the sharpness of the tips! 


Oh, I remember my darling’s face, 
her lovely eyes and red full lips. 
How when we met she was such grace, 


her happiness seemed her step. 


She’d let me string her bodice tight 
... gO we to company and the dance, 
then free her at the end of night, 


to consummate our sweet romance. 


For many months we loved like this 
We slept together in such bliss 
Then I one day awoke to find 


My bed was empty — she was gone! 


The night before a man she found 
had taken such a fancy to her 
This morn she’d gone to ground 


... that damned is such a cur! 


He had his way with her 
and with such force ... her pains 
became her pleasures, lured 


away he was by his disdain. 


For all things good and nice 
Her pleasures and her pains replete 


In mortal sin she paid her price 


No longer was she so new and sweet. 


The devil, so cruel was he 
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he robbed her of her blessed soul. 


Happy could she no longer be, 


her blood ... it ran so cold. 


Then she saw him for what 
he was, and late one night 
at my door she reappeared, hat 


in hand ... they’d had a fight. 


No longer was she that pretty 
thing that I once knew, he led 
her to her ruin — now she’s petty, 


her escape from real life her bed. 


But now she is the one 
to sleep alone — for it is I 
who packed his bags, is gone 


I must flee ... esrt I die. 


The memory — how lost her 
loveliness is, is what I see 
When my eyes close. Here, 


Alone ... please leave me be. 


Content to know we once 
loved, but now love no more. 


It has now been many months 
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since the closing of that door. 


And what of my broken heart? 


Make it amends? Perhaps with time. 


but it’s best we stay apart 


... her loneliness fits her crime. 
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Oh Brother! Watch Out for the Pink Ones 


The baby butterfly was confused. 
Where is my father she asked. 


He is in heaven, dear ... her mother said. 
Female Butterfly eat their mate 
After they copulate and procreate 


It’s what their babies are made of 


But you will not hear that 
Told by their fathers. 


Oh Brother! Do stay away 


From fluttering butterflies. 


Especially the pink ones ... 
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She’s Just Along For The Ride 


She has never known real pleasure, 

only pain which she believes is 

happiness. What is her treasure? 

A stable of ruck buddies, her herd 

of large maliciousness, that 

ride her when she feels the urge 

to take whip in hand, to don her riding hat, 
and buck them, or stroke their fur. 


But honestly ... what tickles her fancy? 


... After all giddy girls on horses ride their 
... sex rubbing them hot against the saddles — 
...18 the stallion rucking the mare here, 


... or the mare backing into the stallion? 


She might be stoned, or even sober 

It makes no difference. Her panties 

drop with the mere grop 

of their muzzles. She’s an addict, 

She loves the ride but won’t admit it. 

The stallions buck her around their paddocks 
they dance and prance. She thinks she’s fit 
riding them. They’re just fucking her 


... And how do we know? 
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It’s a roll in the hay. It’s their feast 
She’s never been to the ‘Big-O” 
Ranch with the plodding beasts. 


Clip, klop, clip, klop, clip, klop 
She’s just there for the ride. 
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It is | Who Flips the Silver 


He was taught when 

an angel visits you 

your duty is to obey, then 

you might grasp what’s true 

about the world! The trouble is 
there is no way to discern bad 

from good, you might miss 

the tell-tale, the cyphers, the sad 
indifference ... heaven from hell ... 
then where would you be, 


- in that middle place? 


Oh tell 
me I have not erred. See 
if I can stroke their feathered wings, 
... but the devil and the dove do 
sport them both. They both sing 
a familiar song, ... one sweet 


the other less so. 
They’re two 


sides of the same coin, 


and it is I who flips the silver. 
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Writing Poetry at Mahon Park on a Sunny and Cold 
Friday Morning 


It is, I admit, a bit of a lark, 
to sit here alone and write in a park 
and people watch as they walk fro and to, 
but for a poet what else’s there to do? 
I am not a dog that pees on the grass ... 
Oh, Iam so sorry ... do you find this so crass? 
Nor am I a trophy, or somebody’s wife, 
I admit I have had a tad better life. 
Nor am I a baby, young in my years 
I am a grown man with hair in my ears. 
Am I an old codger who dodges his fob, 
hell no ... wait just a moment I’m off to my job. 
But I do come here to write a few words, before 
I must go and toil ... 

but back to my poetic lore. 
You sit there and read what it is that say I, 
perhaps long after they say that I have died, 
The trees I can describe in such wonderful colour, 
The air crisp, sky blue, sun, fresh full of ardour. 
The Pacific before me as flat as cut glass 
I wish this great morning would forever last. 
Across the calm water the little boats all slide 


with my nautical senses with them I too glide, 
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Then my watch mocks me ... time I must go 
And soon I become one of those to and fro. 
... Oh such sadness! Where are you as you read 


my few words? Please tell me ... pray do not lie 


It’s my sunny and cold Friday morning 


here I am writing poetry at Mahon Park. 


Smile and tell me, oh tell me my dear 


I bet you wish you, wish you were her. 
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Say Hello to the Devil! 


The Big Mean Welderbeast charged 

at maiden and man alike, it did not care 

Its eyes blared white with rage! 

Get out of my way, I am coming through 
... it dropped its nose ... I will not stop for you. 
So the crowd scattered, all except one, 

a matador who was not afraid 

of the monster. He stood his ground, 

But still the creature bore ahead 

until at the last possible second it came 

to an abrupt halt, mere centimetres 

from Don Quixotic. Its eyes blared 

white with rage! It snorted, it roared ... 
I’m coming through ... get out of my way! 
But the matador stood his ground! 

The Blasted Mechanical Wallywodge* 
owned the road ... it did not care 

that steel was pitted against bone, 

muscle, soft sinew. They could wash the 
blood off the hood, and straighten the dents. 
Its eyes blared white with rage! But it had 
stopped — the best of Bremen Motor 
Werks had stopped. It honked. It hollered. 
Its eyes blared white with rage! Then the 
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Matador bowed and said, next time 
don’t stop — Il end up your ornament 


... hood ... say hello to the devil! 


* wally means foolish, wodge means thing. 
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He Wonders About Her 


written in November 2015 
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38. 


39. 


40. 


When Jack is in the Box 

written in October 2015 
It’s Got a Hungry Bite 

written in September 2015 
The Circle of Death 


written in March 2015 for the Tehlirian Poetry contest commemorating 


the 100" anniversary of the Armenian Holocaust 


41. 


42. 


43. 


44. 


45. 


46. 


47. 


48. 


49. 


50. 


What Brings Boys Joy. 
written in January 2015 

Once Again 
written in November 2015 

And So the Story’s Told 
written in November 2015 

Oh Dorothea! 
written in October 2015 (a remembrance of one’s first time) 
Content to Know We Once Loved 
written in November 2015 

Oh Brother! ... Watch out for the Pink Ones 
written in November 2015 

She’s Just Along For The Ride 
written in November 2015 

It is I who Flips the Silver 
written in November 2015 
Written Poetry at Mahon Park on a Sunny and Cold Friday Morning 
written in November 2015 
Say Hello to the Devil! 


written in November 2015 
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